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World, may ſeem as extravagant, 


THE CHARMING 


Mavpan, 


Say Publick Manner, under 


de called, I think, a Pri- 
date Dedication : A Pri- 
vate Dedication is {Omewhat odd, 
I confeſs; To talk to an unknown 
Perſon in the Ear of the whole 


as the Converſation of a Lunatick 


with inviſible Spirits of his own 


raifing : But I doubr not, Madam, 


your Pardon of fuch a ſeeming In- 
coaſiſtencey, when I acquaint 


A 3 that 


ESXY Addreſſing you in this 


=* a feignd Name, may 


you, | 
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a * ' DEDICATION. 
© that my Deſign in committing it, is 
to juſtify my Paſſion for by 
_ deſcribing your Perſon, and, at the 
fame Time, fecure my Apprehen- TT 
fions of a Rival, by concealing your | 
real Name: Beſides, it gives me no 
ſmall Pleafure ro think how the 
Swains will figh, and the Nymphs 
ficken with Envy at the Sight of 
your Picture, which, for ought they 
know, has no Original but in the 
___ ArELLEs, MDA, when he 
drew his VExus, made her an Ab- 
ſtract of a Thouſand Beauties: He {| 
 adorn'd her with all the Embelliſh- 
ments which the whole Sex could 
| furniſh, and notwithſtanding fell | 
ſhort of the divine Original. Were 1 
I as great a Maſter in the Science, 5 
and _— _ — Method in 
turing You, d be equally 
——_ do you te. You : 
Madam, are poſlets'd of every | 
Grace, which enters into the Com- 
poſition of a perfect Beauty: Your 
Shape is eaſy and exact, your Com- 
plea ion fine, and your whole gh 
uo” _ 


Eyes have been t 


which I ſo 
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DEDICATION. 

admirably well turn'd : The full 
Boſom, the ſtately Neck, high Fore- 
head, blooming Cheek, and dimpled 


_ _— to render 42 
pleatly charming; your es are 
2 


and your lovely Blue 


Ruin of many 
a young Fellow in the Kingdom of 


Great Brituin : Then your Air is 
free and jaunty, and when you 


move, you call up in my Mind the 
Beautiful Figure which Vena makes 


in the Firtt Leid. 


Thus having ſaid, ſbe turn d, and made appear 
| Her Neck refulgent and diſhevell'd Hair, 
' Which flowing f om her Shoulders reach d the Ground, 


in Length of Train deſcends her [weeping Gown, 


| 2nd by her Graceful Walk the Ne of Love i 


known. DRYD. VIRG. 


Theſe Mapam, are the Charms 

paſſionately admire : 
Theſe I have to often whin'd, lan- 
gunh'd, figh'd, and even dy'd tor as a 


Love ſick Poet : Tis very pleaſant, 
Indeed, to die upon Poetick Ground, 


ſtretch'd on a Bed of Violets, beſide 
ſome purling Stream: Eſpecially if 
| we 


DEDICATION. 
we confider, That your Swains of 


Parnaſſus have the Kaack of fetching 
2 w Life again whenever 


ge of — his Power 
in diffcrent Conſtitutions : In f 
he diſcovers himſelf by the melan- | 
_ choly Air, d Head, down- 
caſt Eye, frequent Sighs, and mourn- 
ful Accents : Geatlemen of this 
Complexion, when driven to Deſpair 
by he Cruelty of the Fair One, 
have deſperate Inclinations towards 
Hanging and Drowning. „ y- 
er Tempers, an ere& Aſpect, freſh 
Look, ſparkling Eyes, airy Dreſs, 
and a powerful Attachment to the 
Things of this Life, are Sy mptoms 
of a real Paſſion. I belicve myſelf 
to be of this laſt Species of Lovers. 
For ever fiance my Heart has been 
devoted to your Service, I have 
not entertain'd one gloomy Thoug * 
nor ſcem'd dejected, nor ſpoke in 


compatning Tone, except (as 1 611 
before) 
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leave the World under ſuch Cir- 
cumſtances, leſt it ſhould afterwards 


| 1 me with Diſdain, 
to prevent its preying upon my 


this time, That you are the Goddeſs, 


the Love Poems in the following 


 DBDICATION. 


hr Care of my Health: when 


ve Recourſe to a chearing Glaſs 


Spirits; for I would not willingly 


we you Uneaſineſs, when you re- 
upon yourſelf as acceffary to my 
Death: Beſides, I ſhould defire to 


live, in order to appeaſe your Anger, 


and reinſtate myſelf in your Eſteem. 


I might mention ſeveral other Indi- 


cations of my Paſſion; But I ho 
Mapan, the World is convinced by 


the Beams of whoſe Beauty have 


fir'd my Heart and Muſe : To You, 


therefore, as inDuty bound, ſhe offers 
theſe Firſt Fruits of her Labours : 
Your Charms gave Birth to moſt of 
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DEDICATION. "of 
Collection: At your Feet ſhe. a 
leave 0 jy the, and iplores you W 
Protection from the Rage of fuch, | 
who ſhall think it worth their while . 
to vent the Venom of a Critick upon 
them. Receive, O gentle Power of 
Beaaty, with all the favourable Al- 
lowances which your innate Bene- 
volence can grant to a raw unfi- 
niſbd Genius! May the Lover be | 
where the Poet is refus'd ; | 
And let my Paſſion plead with Suc- 
ceſs, if my Verſes fail, when I fu 
cate You, in the moſt Hum 
inner, to ſmile propiti 
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if Slave to 
| Female 


by bells himse 


to the Sex, 


them: And bis Maſe 
in the T 


Lyre 


her 
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OOO YE TTY 


ay of Love Poems, they may be end 
ou. at the hole Coletin, or * 4 


leaſt, with 
2 rhb fe 


as Love. Beſides 


he qualify'a E F 
has taught im little Experience, to pretend } 


to give Inftruftion. All that he aims at © 
is to pleaſe with Innocence: And be h 
thus much to ſay for himſelf, That if there 
be nothing which may improve, there s | 
nothing, however, _— irritate }F 
the Underſtandings of his Readers. 1 
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To SAPHI RA. 


Il RGIVE me, Charmer, if the 

* Muſe impart 

rue painful Purport of a bleeding 

J Heart : 
lf what mine Eyes unartful Lan- 

* guage prove, 

My bolder Pen ſhall dare to tell 7 Love. 

Yet wer't a Crime to feed the fond Deſire, 

To love, when Beauty fans the gentle Fire, 

Why burns the Paſſion in our Breaſts fo clear? 

Or why, SaPHIRA, was you form'd fo fair? 

So ſoft, ſo melting fair, fo nicely wrought, 

The Toil and Labour of Immortal Thought? 

Why, like the Firſt PAN DORA, ſent from Jove, 

To equal mortal Bliſs with Joys Aboye? 
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Born on the Wings of Love, you wafted down, * 

A Planet dropping from her Azure Throne. 'Y 43 

Is, I ran (yer knew the Danger well) =—_ 
I caught the Shining Ruin as it fell ; 

Claſp'd the dear panting Creature to my Heart, 

And challeng'd Love to plunge the pleaſing Dart: 

"The God, conſenting, twang'd his bended Bow, 

And reach d my Heart, that roſe to meet theBlow : 

A fudden Glow, caus'd by the Friendly Pain, 

Enkindled Love in ev'ry beating Vein. 

No all SAPHIRA has my Frame poſſeſs d, 

Subdues my Soul, and triumphs in my Breaſt. | 

Her lov'd Idea, with rich Treaſures fraught 4 

Of ſweet Impreſſions, twells each rifing Thought. | | 
In Books, in Buſineſs, plays before my Sighr, | 

And skims amid the Viſions of the Night. 

Let ſtill in vain my Boſom ſeeks its Reſt, 

Still languiſhes, and labours to be bleſt. 

While Abſence racks and waſtes me with Deſpair, 

And Diſtance deepens each dejecting Care. 


Oh! would the Empreſs of my Soul but deign 
One kindly Smile to chear her drooping Swain : 
No Glooms ſhould hover on my ſhaded Head, 
No ſadning Thoughts the Seat of Life invade ; 
Bur growing Joys the raptur d Fancy ſwell, | 
And Life exulting, through her Veins impel ; | 
Gay Pleaſures quicken on my Airy Brow, 
And ſprightful Mirth in every Feature glow. 


* - 4 


So when the Sun ſalutes a clouded Sky, 

In Airy Troops the breaking Horrors fly; 

The Welkin brightens, and the Blue Serene, 

5 Stil op ning, lengthens the delightful Scene; 
Nature 
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A * e 
run revives, the gladſome Earth looks gay, | 

| Work freſher Gloſs her rip ning Colours riſe, 
1 And paint her Boſom with diſtinguiſh d Dies. 


To the SAME 
YET, yet I bur— Ok! yet the Torment 


Of flighting Beauty, addon Low. 


Too bright to paint, too ſtrong to 
In Characters of Flame th' 
Fearleſs of Time, 2 — 
And ever ſhall the Fire its Force maintain, 
Io ought ſuperior, but to cold Diſdain. 
Tor ſuch, Sarmma, is the Form you wear, 
| Caſt in a Mould fo eminently fair, 
That every nimble Minute, as it flies, 
Opes a new Proſpetct to the Gazer's Eyes: 
Calls undĩſcover d Charms into your Face, 
And ev'ry Feature fills with fuller Grace. 
| In Elegance of Shape by none furpaſt, 
| By all unrival d in the flender Waſte : 
And dance, and flutter o'er the Milky Way; 
Or ſtain your Ivory Neck with Purple Dies ; 
Or, gently, with the Boſom fall and rife. 
Your Lips ſuch Wiſhes, and fuch Warmth inſpire, 
Move fo inviting, bluſh wich ſo much Fire; . 
32 A 
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r Ki convey's 
Their tempting Swell, and bright becoming Red. 
Your Cheeks, where various Nature blends De- 


_—. | 
Her op ning Pencil laid with pureſt White; 
Then with Vermilion bruſh'd the ſnowy Plain, 


And, lightly touching, left a living Stain. 


But oh! to tell the Wonders of your Eyes, 

In every Glance what ſoft Deſtruction flies; 
'Th' unequal Task my feeble Muſe declines, 
And, conſcious, to my broken Heart configns : 
A Heart! that well their fatal Glory knows, 
And of their Pow'r a bleeding Witneſs ſhows. 
Yer, ſure, in ſuch a lovely Form's inſhrin d 

A no leſs lovely and unblemiſh'd Mind: 

A Mind ! in all the Ways of Goodneſs try'd, 
Averſe from Anger, Cruelty and Pride. 
Where bright Perfe#/on plants her wealthy Throne, 
And awful Truth ſuſpends the ſpotleſs Crown : 
Where round the Throne incircling Graces fit, 
Ennobling Virtue, and enliv*ning Mi; 
Engaging Sweetneſs, and the pleaſing Arts 


Of winning Paſſions, and of wounding Hearts; 


Sweet Mirth, with dimpled Cheek and flowing 
Vein, 


And tender Pity for the Lover's Pain. 


Oh! could my Breaſt that tender Pit know, 
A Breaſt that heaves unutterable Woe ; 
That finks beneath the Load of hopeleſs Care, 


And mourns the Pangs of Abſence and Deſpair ! 


To 


l 


To the SAME. 


GILVER Stars the Morning bn, 
Loſt and ſwallow'd in her Sun. ; 


And where er SaPHIRA ſhines 


Ev'ry other Beauty pines; 
Fading as the Glow-worm's Rays, 
Maſter'd by a brighter Blaze. 


Looks of Baſilisks will dart 


Winged Poiſon to the Heart: 
From the fair SAPHIRA's Eyes 
Death in ſhining Colours flies. 


In the Suckling's Boſom ſweet 


Streams of mingling Honey meet: 


From the Sprins's unfolding Roſe 
Soft diffuſing Eſſence flows: 

So SAPHIRA deals in Bliſſes, 
So ſhe Breathes, and ſo ſhe Kiſſes. 


When the killing Winter-Snows 
Nip the Bloſſom as it grows, 
Weekly falls her rived Head 


Proſtrate on its hungry Bed: e 


So Unhappy Turnsis lies; 


B 3 „„ 


6 Pons os ſeveral Occaſions... 


Till my Charmer's chearing Hand 

Life into her Swain command: l 
Kindly raiſe me from Deſpair, | 

Plant me neareſt to her Heart, 7 
Where I'll grow, and never part : al 
Where I'll live and ever ſmile, 


Fed in rich and noble Soil. 


To the SAME, os her wearing 


PATCHES. 
GAP HIR A's Goodneſs with her Slaves com- 
hs. 
And Patches wears in Pity to our Eyes. | 
Thoſe dark'ging Spots ſome of that Glory hide 7 


Which bore upon us in too full a Tide: 

_ Yer what remains is ſtronger than before, 

Tis leſs than e er it was, and yet tis more. 

So Light through dark dividing Clouds diſplay d, 
Receiyes redoubl'd Brightneſs from the Shade. 


2 
ADE ADE 


_ — 
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To 


To a» Ol COQUET. 


I vain, my Dear, you ſtill attempt to charm, 
And with December-Looks our Boſoms warm: 
Can Canvaſs rifled of its Colours move? 
Or ruin'd Cyprus be the Seat of Love ? 
Time (you muſt think, if you'll believe your 
| Glaſs) 
Has drawn his Chariot o'er your furrow'd Face 
And were the Graces ever known to play 
On the ſad Brow, where Time had mark'd his 
Way ? 

' Your Cheeks the Lilly's ſickly Pale diſcloſe ; 
And what's the Lilly fever” d from the Roſe ? ; | 
The Silver Honours of your Head, tis true, 1 
Demand Reſpe& ; Reſpe& to Years is due: 9 
But can our Breaſts with gay Ideas glow, 5 | 
When aged Trees we view, with Tops of Snow? 
Your Eyes have flain their Thouſands, Imuſt own, 
Bur, to our Comfort, now they murder none: 

Pale as the dying Glow-worm they appear, 

Scarce a Reflection of what once they were. 

The Loves (what pity tis !) are much diſtreſs d, 
And dance but heavy on your ſhrivell'd Breaft : 
Unarm'd they ſtraggle o'er the ſooty Plain, 

Wirh fcarce a Shaft or Quiver to be ſeen : 
Some few they ſhoot, bur ev'ry trembling Dart 
Drops ſhort ——t00 feeble e er to reach my Heart. 


Spite 


off Pons or ſeveral Occafions. 

| Spite of your wither d, antiquated Face, 

We'll keep our Freedom, and preſerve our Peace: 

Laugh at your Airs, and your affected Mien, 
And view the awkard Cogner with Diſdain. 

Where are the Crouds of ever-cringing Fools, 

Thoſe K Nothings, and thoſe well-form'd 

Tools, 

The Fop, the Coxcomb, and the futt ring Bean? 

Theſe would ſcorn to Deify you now : 

Lampoons are all the Off rings you can boaſt, 

A once fam' d Goddeſs, now a libell'd Toaft. 
No more the Muſe will in your Temples tread, 

— Praife does but faulter on the Poet's Tongue, 

When Beauty ceaſes to inſpire the Song. 

Nor Saints will bow before a deſart Shrine, 

Or worſhip what no longer is Divine : 

If at your Toilet you muſt ſtill attend, 

Alone before the ſhatter'd Idol bend : 

Paint and the Patch your ruin'd Form repair, 
And artful Powder fcreen your Silver Hair. 

Let though in India's Riches you were dreſt, 

And all Arabia breath'd upon your Breaſt ; 

Could your faint Charms a ſtarving Warmth i in- 


ſpire, 

Your nauſeous Breath would ſuffocate the Fire; 
The brackiſh Rheums that on your Eyes attend, 
Like blighting Mildews, on my Heart deſcend : 

With ſuch a Damp the Seeds of Love infe&, 
They'd ſcarce ev'n ripen to a cold Reſpect: 
Fall a Fruit our ſqueamiſh Appetite ditdains, 
And nauſeates Roſes where no Smell remains. 


BEAUTY, 
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Poems an ſeveral Occaſions. 9 
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BEAUTY, WIT, aud VIRTUE. 


Thon a flat Walk of length" ning Graſs 
BEAUTY with WIr and VIRTUE paſs 
Beneath an Arch of twiſted Trees 
Freſh Breezes run the Greenalong, 
They chat, they tune the Rival Song, 
And boaſt their Pow r ia Lines like theſe. 


My Empire ſees (BEAUTY begun) 
The Riſing and the Setting Sun: 

I plant my Throne in Heav'n Above : 
Held in my ſtrong, but gentle, Chain, 
The whole Creation I detain, 

And hang it faſt on mighty LOVE. 


P A Form, a Perſon (WIr rejoins) 
| To Reaſon's Eye but dimly ſhines 
Without a Luſtre of the Mind. 
Wir gives the Point to BEAUTY's Dart, 
Gains on the Will, and takes the Heart 
In Bands that muſt for ever bind. 


| Wir mends and beautifics the Fair, 
_ Cancels DefeQs where-e'er they arc, 
And makes Deformiry look gay : 
So when refracted Sunbeams ſmile 
O'er the the dark Ruins of ſome Pile, 
The Gloom is ſtreak d with Golden Day 


Iime 
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10 Vouis as fours? Occains,” 


His Teeth devour, his tainting Breath 
Suffuſes BEAUTY's ev'ry Charm: 
And without ViRTUE's guiding Hand, 
Say, whar is Wit? a ſhining Brand 
Toft by a Madman's heedleſs Arm. 


 VIRTVE has Charms that always laſt, 
Her Influence gives the Mind a Caſt 

Which gilds and ſweerens all her Airs : 
She gladdens ev ry Scene Below, 

In Death cludes the fruſtrate Blow, 

And, fwife, to ceaſeleſs Bliſs repairs. 


While - as thus her anſw'ring 
| Uawonted Harmony the Ear furpriz'd : 
Bur ſoon it left the Ear, and caught the Eye, 


As ſoft SaPHIRA's match leſs Form drew nigh. 


Aecvfal Songſters her Approach betray d, 
And hail'd her in loud Warbles thro” the Shade. 
A ſhining Train of little laughing Loves, 

Stream in her Look as on the Green ſhe moves: 
The conſcious Graces, with a brightning Air, 
Sprang forward to embrace the ſmiling Fair : 
Triumphant BEAUTY ſeiz d the lovely Prize, 
And, 6 flew into her 


Whence thus: « If any now my Pow'r arraign, 


* Thele Lightnings ſhall the queſtion'd Truth 


Time (anſwer'd VIRTUE) firikes like Death; . 


Song de- 


CG 


40 All 


=” Al Claim ( Wir) to Features | refign, 
F © Be yours the Temple, but the Geddeſe mine. 
Not thine alone (conteffing VIRTUE cy) 
« "Tis equal we the challeng d Prize divide: 
© Treaſur d in that fair Boſom I can ſhow 
4% My Throne of Silver, and my Robes of Snow: 
6 There then we'll make our each Perfection 
| known, 1 | 
«© And with united Empire grace the Throne: 
gie it your Province to delight, bur mine 
Jo chuſe your Arrows, and their Fall aſſign. 


To SAPHIRA, Os — her thro? 
a thick Tree. 


WIN Time's light Steps the parching Sum- 
mer run, 
We wiſh for Shades to skreen us from the Sun: 
Imbower'd in Greens we ſhun the ſultry Ray, 
And court the Solace of a milder Day. 
Not ſo the Lover can be taught to prize 
The Shade which hides him from his Fair One 5 
| Eyes : | 
Nor thus, SAPHIRA, could your THYRS1S bleſs 
The Tree which ſhew'd your lovely Glories leſs : 
Whoſe interpoſing Arms fortad their Light, 
And ſtary'd my Soul in pity to my Sight. 
In vainT ſought through mingling Boughs to trace 
The darken'd Wonders of your Heavenly Face. 
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12 1 on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Some partial Glimpſes, ſent from Bezury's Store; Y 
But caus d my hungry Wiſh to pine for more. 


In vain I curs d the diſappointing Boughs, 
That rudely raviſh'd my returning Vows, 
And ftay'd the ſhining Aids your Smiles had ſent 


To heal a Heart by jealous Paſſions rent. 


I bid the Lightnings blaſt the barren Shade, 


Yer Sighs alone my feeble Rage obey'd. 


80 when the mounted Moon, in — 
Affetts th Embraces of a running Flood: 
Depending Willows veil the envy'd — 

And catch the Kiſſes of her Silver Beam : 


Some few the di ſunĩting Leaves convey, 
To tell the Loſs of what were forc d to ſtay : 


The Stream repining, wears a ſadden d Face, 
And 'plains in Murmurs of the foul Diſgrace. 


e 


oO Lock of her HAIR. 


HIS Lock, which ſever'd from your beau- 
reous Head, 
Shall never more its ent Honours ſpread : 
Nor longer blooming with its kindred Hair, 
Lure the fond Gazer, and aſſiſt to ſnare : 
This Lock ſha!l now, with ſingle Force, arreſt, 


And bind inconftant Cui to my Breaſt. 


* 2 
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Ports o ſeveral Occaſions. 
Or, when 5 | - 
2 d his Golden Shafts w 
= — Plumes ſhall aid thoſt 2 
S Poew'r of Love permit, Roy: 
RC — 


ear quang mae 1 
your Fayours, in Exchange for 


SA ALES 


The DREAM. 


AS ie, while Slumber 
Long 
downy hold, 


ws :. = 


Her Cheeks engrain Biuth, 
Her Choo engia' wich fu 
EE: 
Gently, = 

whe Bt on 


24 Pozts on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Soon as my Lip its Kiſſes brings, 
LOVE beat his ſoftly-ſounding Wings, 
And*woke the ſleeping Fair: 

* Gently ſhe rear near'd her bended Head, 
hat mean you, Turxnsis, here ? * 


6 Frown not (I cry'd) my charming Maid, 
Forgive the Treſpaſs LOVve has plaid, 
* Tas LOVE decoy'd me here: 
© Love, taking Notice of my Pain, 
. Bid me no longer figh in vain; 
Forget (faid he) your Care: 


% Follow, when CUP1D leadeth on, 
g ** Come, ſee where he has fix d his Throne, 
— And where I'l make you bleſt : | 
«© Behold the lovely. Queen of Day ! — 
2 r ſmiFd, and pointed where you ay). 
'd in the Arms of Reft. 


To Morrow ſhall her Glories riſe, 
© Togild the Morn, to glad the Skies, 
And ſtretch her ample Reign: 
„What Numbers ſhall To-morrow prove, 
The Pow'r of BEAUTY, and ef LOvEe, 
* And graſp the Golden Chain! 


0 Haſte then, the preſent Hour employ, 
Jo gain the Nymph for meer, 
Made yours by HyMEN's Chain. 
© The God commanded ; I obey'd : 
WO. And why ſhould not my ſweeteſt Maid | 
. — Pain? 


Long 
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© Long has my faithful Heart been try'd, 
* Ler me no louger be deay's, 
your courted Charms 7 
© f am, my Dear, for Ever thine, 
* Let HYMEN make you Ever mine, 


SarHTRA, fmiling, feign'd a Scream, 

Love laugh'd aloud, and broke my Dream, | 
The Scene all ſhifred Place: 

The Nymph was vaniſh'd with her Charms, 

The Pillow fill'd my claſping Arms, 8 
—— COTE. 


Initated from Part of the x 31h Elegy of 
the Fourth Book of TizuLLUs. 


Iron you, Sweet, when firſt you taught me 
Care ; 
No other Beauty ſhould my Wiſhes hare : 
And truſt me (rruſt you may a Swain fo true} 
No Nymph has gain d upon my Eye but you: 
Novght through the Town of Lovely do I fee, 
Nor find a Female that is Fair, but thee. 
Oh ! that to me, and only me, ſo Fair, 
Unpleaſing to the reſt of Men, you were? 
| So Hope ſhould never from my Breaſt be torn, 
Secure of Safety in the common Scorn. 


I need 


16 3 — 
I need not Envy, nor the general Voice 

To praife my Judgment and approve my Choice : 
The Wiſe in Secret what they gain poſes, 

And joy in Silence for the compaſs's Nis! 
Thus bleſs'd with thee, I could een chuſe to 


To Woods, to Deſarts, willingly retreat, 
Un of the Print of human Beet: 
With thee, ho a cd 
Thou kind Relief from ev'ry painful Care! 
Thy Prefence will. the Gloom of bely, 
And Crowds and Courts to Solitude fupply : 


Should Heay'n commiſſian from the Thrones 


. .__ above 
Some gay Immortal to invite my Love, 
Nu Touts flight her unavailing Charms, 

—— CEL Ee | 


To SAPHIR A. On her Drinking 


y Health. 


PHE NympbuboeEyes have piex'dmyHeart, 
Inftrudts her Tongue to ſooth the Smart: 
To ſhew her Goodneſs and her Pow'r, 
She :::ks a Wound, and cats the Cure. 
HEALTH in the brimming Glaſs ſhe ſends 
To him whoſe Life on her 
HEALTH heard it as the Glaſs went round; 


. 


Obſer- 


i 


And fleeping Fancy wakes again 
Invention opes ber many Springs ; 


— 
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| Moving Thoughts, 
Lover's Hopes, and 
Dimpled Smiles, a 
With Laughter 7 
ing Sides, of 


My very Heart begins to glow, 


It beats, it leaps — I know not how? 
My Cheek grows warm ; has loſt its Pale, 


EFluſhes, looks jolly, freſh and bail: 
| She ſpreads! I feel her in my Eyes, 
They dart, they ſhine, their Colours riſe; 


Each Feature rakes a healthier Hue, 
I ſeem to look and live anew !. 
The quickning Heat has. reach'd my Brain, 


- 
LY 


Mit ſtretches all her ſpreading Wings: 


t Vide A Prem Intituled V Allegro. By MiLTON. 


| 


Tothe SAME. | 
* FAIR Nymph — tis determin d, that One of 


* 
—— — 22 
I muſt be Blind, or You not IM 2 
Th in full Glory what Eye-ſighu 
— my Paſhon's 1 5 
— not, Sweeteſt, to hang, or to drown 
To ical from 4 World — — 
2 — the juſt Cen- 
r 
1 is, ſome may aver; 
Bar wich yours — 


— 
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And grant me (ofall Things, tis moſt my Deſire x 
: — — — 2 


ae i 
„„ Hs Bi amcedt 
Ah! = | 
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To the SAME. 


JP HEN Winter with « Front ſevere, | 
And low ring Aſpett, rules the Year ; 

A Mournful Silence deads the Skies, 

And Sylvan Scenes in Horror riſe. 

For now no more contending Swains, 

With Muſick fill the naked Plains: 

Sweet Philomels's Midnight Song: 

Nor mounting Larks, wich early Lay, 

Quicken the flow Approach of Day. 


Thus my deſponding Muſe, bow d down. 
Beneath offended Beauty's Frown, 
(Untun'd her Voice, uaſtruag ber Lyre) 
Abandons the Poetick Quire. 
Farewel, P/eris's Nectar Streams, 
Gilt by your aun Sele Beans. 
Farewel, ye ratur d Bards, who ſtand 

In Crowds along the ſacred Strand, 
To quaſfth' inſpiring Wave. Farewel, 
Ye was en lefty Pindus dwell, 


And 
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| E vhs 35 Bene? Grains 
And tune your Harps, on Roſes laid 
Beneath the Laurel's fragrant Shade. 
Turnsis, young Turnsr8, bids Adieu, 
No more he pants to Rival you: 
The Nymph whoſe Charms inform d his Reeck, 

Now ſuns him with diſdainful Speed, 
Nor Pray'rs, nor Tears, in Plenty paid, 
Appeaſe the unrelenting Maid. 


Smile then, my Fair, your Wrath aſſuage, 


Howe'er, the guilty Lines purſue, 

Wich Vengeance to their Author due. 

Let the fierce Winds, or Flames, or Seas, 

Or what deſtructive Pow'rs you pleaſe, 

Be fummon'd to fulfil your Hate, | 
A 4 


Then ſhall the Muſe her Voice renew, . 
And ſing in ſweeter Strains of You. . 

Her lateſt ſhall reſound your Praiſe: 

And when, alas! you charm no more, 

Verſe ſhall your matchleſs Form reſtore : Þ 
Your Eyes their Empire ſhall prolong, 

Arm' d with Blue Darts, and wound in Soug. ; 
Still blooming in Poetick Climes, 
Your Beauries fire fi Times: 

Hearts, yer unform d, their Pow 'r ſhall prove, 
And Iron Breaſts ſubmit to Love: 
Nor yet the Fair more Fame command, 
From WALLER's Lines, or KNELLER's Hand. 


To 


/ 


} 
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Porus or fro! d „* 
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To the SAME. 


— on Slim hos, 
That afted Paſſion has inſpir d my Muſe : 
Doubts her own Charms, and my repeated Vows, 
Nor Faith to long and laſting Love allows. 
But why, my Fair one, will you thus complain, 
Of a forc'd Homage, and difſembl'd Pain. 
Oft bas my Eye confeſs'd irs filent Grief, 
And languiſhingly ſought from thine, Relief: 
And oft, with ſparkling Glances, has reveal'd 
The Flame within my inmoſt Soul conceal d. 
Think, dow, whenever you appear d in View, 
Tomy pate Cheek the ſudden Colour kw: 
How my Heart us'd to pant, my Breaſt to move 
Wick labouring Sighs ! and what cou d thise er 
prove, 
But the ſweet Flutter of diſorder d Love? 


Ob, with what Raprure have Hen furvey'd 
Your variom Charms, inimitable Matt r 
Each faultleſs Feature my Attention won, 


And, pregnant with Ten thouſand Graces, ſhone : 
All pleas d fo well, in ſweet Confuſion loſt, 
I knew not where to praiſe, or wonder moſt. 
Whene'er I gaz'd on your majeſtick Eye, 
Your Checks diſturb d me, for they ſmil d too 


And 


nigh : | 


A PoeMs oz ſeveral Occafions. 
while their blooming Deſire, 
Roſes mov 
Your ley Forched calls me to dmie: 
Bright as the = 
oy Sun, and as the Moon ſerene. 
Chĩn then caught my roving 
— me its ew Dl 
— 29+ 69 Accor 
_ Bliſs, to other Gods unknown. 
F- 3 ſeem d beyond com | 
(ne find o — — | 
G which radiant roll by | 
Wich yer, 3 aper d baker Hae” | 
or dh beggar ergy Same cry 
ut ſuch a Luſtre aka $f Z 
* aL — 
Dl ſo neatly plac'd in ev Rows. 
aorta 


80 
. | | 
Groves, Fields, and Meads, in diff ring Proſpe& 5 


r 

Mountains 

Vaſt Rocks, with poets 

=- ith rude Magnificence, — 
fring Floods — 


From Beauty, ſtill to Beauty, 
And what we ft aendto — 
, Ve. 


Os 


2 82 (rhe Sun's Patches) lock d in Ocean | 


And ſhew his Glories ſufferably brigh 
15 
UE 


When ——_— 
en d by the well-dreſs d Nymph to 
ith jetty 3 her unſully d Face; 


ponts on ſeveral Occaſions. 23 


Oz her PAT C R- BO x. 


s 
To aid our weak Capacity of Sight, n. 


Yield equal Bleſſings, and relieve Mankind; 


Their 
temp "ring Shades in ſofter Lights diſpoſe 


TW 
| Th Effulgence ſtrang which from her AſpeQ 


Jows. 
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_ ALerTTer from « loung Gentleman to . 
Toung Lady; For bum be bad long profeſs = 


he wrote in Praiſe of ter: Bur finding no | 
Rerurns of Aﬀeltion, or Poſſibility of gain- 
ing Aimittance to her Perform (though be 
often deſir d it) be, at length, grew tir d of 
fuch an endleſs, unſucceſsful Courtſhip, and 
chereupon ſends her the fllowing Epiſſle. 


MADAM, 


undifſembled Lines will ten 
| What Fears perplex a Swain, who loves you 
well. 
One only Friend the ſecret Torture knows, 
On whoſe kind Breaſt 1 thus diſcharg's my 
Woes. 
© Say, Friend, has e er the Letter d Sage aſſign d 
The true Specifick for a wounded Mind? 
Can Rules inſtrutt a broken Heart to gain 
One momentary Interval of Pain? 


Or can, ev 'nFriendſhip's helping Hand remove 
© The mighty Preſſure of deſponding Love ? 

* Ah, no! ye Moralifts, in vain. impart, 

b . — 


N Friend- 


4 Paſſon, which ſhe ſeens's to encourage, by 1 
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Too long you've fed by turns, my Hope and - 
With Smiles ar Dillance, and with Frowns when 


The Lover till you” ve drain'd the Poet poor, 
It were unworthy ſuch a Form as thine, 
. 


1 4 * 
_. 0 N 
i . 2 ** 
. — tee 1 
1 33 * 
1 - 


* > « 


© Friendſhip, in vain, may pour her Balm around, 


; ' ©,ETyEREA'S Smiles alone can heal the Wound. 
- *.ETHEREA ! lovely Authreſ of my Woe, 
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*-Whom, I till purſue in vain, 
+ Catch at the Fair, and only graſp Diſdain. 
Her Wealth and Beaury diſtant Airs infuſe, 
Deſpiſing all of STREPHON, but his Muſe : 
« Flies my Approach, yet liſtens to my Tongue, 
Not with the Poet pleas'd, but with his Song. 


_ ** The Subject ſooths her Pride, her Fancy warms 


And UVETHERLA, that ETHEREA Charms. 
injur'd Love. 


"Twas thus I gave a Looſe to ini 


OR ty in Numbers, to admire, 


And talk of Ci s Bow, of Wounds and Firs; 
Bur when the private Interview I preſs, 
And would my Paſſion with my Tongue profeſs ; 
With Looks averſe you diſallow my Flame, 
And tax my Nudeneſs, and my want of Shame. 


If all this Art is meant bur to ſecure 


Donn on ſeveral Occaſions. 253 © 
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I tis no more than a Delight to vex : 
(A Vice which taints the Blood of all your Sex) i 


And your kind Heart (which grant, ye Pow's = 


Divine 1) 
E er brestb d a ſecret Wiſh to pair with mine; 


Know then, That Love, the tend'reſt Flow'r 


Was never brought to bear in Winter Snows : 
A diftant Carriage nips it in the Bloom, 
Nor will it ſpread till Kindneſs gives it Room: 
Kindneſs and Converſe tye your Captive faſt, 


Strengthen the binding Charm, and make it laſt : | 


Not a mere Form will eternize the Chain, 
Nor yet a few ſweet Looks its Force maintain. 
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TheSHrPWRECK; « or, DAM 0 N's 
COMPLAINT. 


4 SONG. 


PAST by the Margin of the Sea, 
A Swain in penſive Poſture lay, 
And thus his hard Miſhap deplores. 


| Ye Gods! your cryel Kindneſs ſpare, 
For ever, ever from me fly ; 

Nor thus, with unavailing Care, 
Purſue a Wretch te ſolv d to die. 


Ah! 


h ! 


Too ſoon, alas! the peaceful Scene 


ports om ſeveral Occaſions. 27 


tell me, how can DAMON live 
ANVichour the Nymph who has his Heart | 
Can I ſo great a Loſs ſurvive ? ' : 
Ah no! we muſt not, muſt not part? 


And yet we have ; ah! hapleſs Hour, | 
When I and CEL1a fair d the Deep; 


When, huſh'd by ſome deluding Pow'r, 


The Winds and Waves were laid aſleep. 


Chang'd to a Storm, the Tempeſts roar, 


The Sky look'd black, the ſmoaky Mair 


Daſh'd its fierce Waves againſt the Shore. 


un then my Heart wept Drops of Blood, 


And, like the Ship, was rent in twain; 
When CEIIA flounder d in the Flood, 
'Sunk, Kraxzr d, roſe, and funk again. 


Thrice did I plunge beneath the Wave, 


To catch the finking, panting Fair ; 
Thrice made a vain Attempt to fave ; 2 
I ſhriek d, I rav'd, „ : 


| How fain would DAMON then have dy'd, 
And hurry'd to the World beneath, 


To ſeek his Love, and by her Side 
Lament her too untimely Death: 


Bur he, alas — to Eve ——= 
To live the Mark of future Pains; 


Forc' d, by ill Fortune, to ſurvive 


His lovely Fair one's dear Remains 
D a > 


|  Beyirt with Joys, beſer with Pleaſures, 
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28: Ponte or ſeveral Occaſions. 
Ye guilty Winds, in Murmurs figh 
For the fad Deed which ye have done! 
Ye Waves, in mournful Slumbers die, 
And for fo foula Crime atone! 


Le kinder Gales, that ſwelF'd our Sail, . 
Aud leifurely the Veſſel drove, 

Atrend-unto my ruthful Tale, 
A Tale that might your Pity move! 


Unhappy DAMON ! thou art grown, 
From bleſt of Men, a Wretch forlorn; 
Thy Fate to ev ry Youth is known, 
Their Envy once, but now their Scorn ! 


Once thou didſt feaſt on Heav'nly Treafures, . 
And'revel on immortal Charms; - 


When circF'd in thy CEL1A's Arms. 


CELIA, ſweet CELIA, charms no more „ 
No more ſhe wails her abſent Love: | 
As when the ſtray d along the Shore, 

Or penſi ve wander d in the Grove. 


Oh killing Thought! it pierces deep; 
My Pulſe beats low, my Hearr-Strings fly : 
I faiar, I'm chill !—a foi 


Sleep 
Creeps o'er my Eyes: I drop——l die 


e 
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On MUSICKE. 


Inſeribed to my Honoured Friend Mr. 
Tuo Jor DAR Jar. 


Dip Angels une the Calence of my Song, 
My Numbers warble in the ſofteſt Strain, 
Wild as M&EANDER, as its Waves ſerene; - 

Or my Thoughts glide in ſuch delightful Streams, 
Sweet and untroubl'd as the Silver THaMES; 
In vain my trembling Genius would aſpire 
Jo tell the Tranſports of the tuneful Lyre; 
Th' Almighty Charms of Muſick to explain, 


” Irs melting Language and extenſive Reign. | 


If an AMPHION urge the ſportive Strings, , 
From the brisk Breath informing Virtue 2 
While ev'ry Cord his running Finger plies, 
Confuſion from the artful Magick flies : 
Wak'd by the Accents of crearing Sound, 
An op'ning City riſes from the Ground. 
r 
And, big with Life, its rocky Quarries leaves: 
Domes, Turrets,minglingGreensdivide the Sight 
And Sun-gilt Spires prolong th/aſcending Height: > 
Each Atom rouſes at the wondrous Call, 
4 Aud Stones, tranſported, dance into a Wall : 
* Al 
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All in a regular Proportion riſe, 
| COTE ITIES. 


Numbers o'er Spirit their Controul extend; 
The Souls fuperior Faculties improve, 
And the wide Orb of her Affections move: 
Puſh'*d by their gentle, yet reſiſtleſs Force, 


Each rub, each harſh Diſorder they compoſe, 
And lull the boiſt rous Tempeſts to Repoſe ; 
The grofſer Clogs of Appetite remove, 


So Sab, with Envy and Suſpicion toſt, 
And in the Whirlwind of his Paſſions loſt, 
I e'er young Davm did his Harp inſpire, 
Or ſweep one String of the reſounding Lyre; 
Peace» o'er his ſettling Brow ſerenely ftole, 
And hun d the blended Tumults of his Soul. . 


| Ev'n Age the Charms of Muſick has confeſt, 
Strange Warmth rekindles in his chilly Breaſt; - 


Each furrow d Wriakle ſmooths upon his Face, 
And o'erit breathes an Air of ſprightly Grace. 


As the Notes glow in more exalted Strains, 

The Blood ferments within his icy Veins: 

Joy thrills his Nerves at the melodious Sounds, 
_ His-Pulfe bears quicker, and his Heart rebounds, 


Exeſh: to his Mind his paſt Delights are brought, 


| He drops his Age, and lives.a Youth in Thought. 


rr - 
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The Young more vigorous Emotions feel, 
pant with thick Blifſes, and in Pleaſure reel: 
| Fann'd by the Breezes which the Notes reſpire, 
But when the Sounds their utmoſt Efforts raiſe, - 
Th' intenſer Glow increaſes to a Blaze : 
Each Senſe, diſſolving in a Rapture, dies, 
The Soul in Tranſport from her Priſon flies: 
And as her fluſh'd Imagination ſwells, 
She ſoars to Heav n and with Immortals dwells. 
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O Kiſſing a beautiful young LA D I. 


Nectar Sweets, with balmy Rills 
 BELINDA's ruby Lip difſtills ! © 
Which once I taſted ina Kiſs! 

CuyPiD was Witneſs of the Feat, 

He laugh'd to ſee our Faces meet: 

He laugh d, then bent his Ebox Bow, 5 
And pierc'd my Boſom at a Blow : 

The tweetly-painful pleaſing Smart 

Rang tingling to my leaping Heart ; 

Thbrilt'd through my Veins and fir d my Blood, 
My Cheeks confeſs d the Crimſon Flood : 


My 


Receiy'd the piercing Meſſage of his Dart : 


My Eyes too melt in ſoft Deſires, 
They roll d, they ſhone with humid Fires. 
Not half the Pleafure, half the Joy, 
ADON1s felt, when, weakly coy, 

Lodg d in the Mees of Beauty's Arms, 

He riff d her immortal Charms. 

The Mees of Beauty reigns no more, 
Nor Captive Gods expreſs her Pow'r ; 
Since VENUS in BELINDaA's loſt : 
BELINDa ! ever Sweet, and Fair, 
Bright as new Sun-beams, ſoft as Air. 


Colours in vain to paint her try, 


The Pencil tires, the dye : 
The Maſter, ſwell'd with Grief, deſpairs, 
His Colours ſweeps, his canvaſs tears, 
Enrag d to find his Labours fail, 
AnS Farce o'er bis Art prevail. 


_— | VOW. 
W ct oe. 


Of all the Victims at thy Altars ſlain ; 
None e er like me, to thee their Homage paid, 
To gain fo cruel or ſo fair a Maid: 
Thy Son can tell how paſſively my Heart 


> OWwr perro 
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5 In Smiles be preſent to a Suppliant's Pray r! 
Of all the Captĩi ves who embrace thy Chain, 


rere 
Does with Impunity thy Power defy : ak 
Thy Worſhip ſhe derides, thy Son ſhe braves, 
And ſcorns to ſwell the Number of thy Slaves. 
Riſe then, O Goddeſs, in thy Wrath Divine, 1 
Subdue the fubborsNymph, and make her thine 
Or rather (ine the ſame thy Glory) make 
her mine ! 

Let Cuy1D's Bow his injur d Honour right ! 
Be ſummon d all his Skill, and all his Might! 
Oh! may he chooſe from his exhauſtleſs Store 
Th'unerring Shaft that wounded me before ! 
May he, relentleſs, all the God apply, ) 
Sure from his Arm the fatal. Jav'lin fly, . 


And, quiv v ring deep, within her Roſom le! 
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Nor Oaths nor Blaſphemies offend us here, 


A PROLOGUE. 
Intended to have been Spoken before the 
DRUMMER, & it was atted by a Com- 


amy of young Gentlemen in Hatton- 
Garden. 


TWP enfuing Scenes by generous Wit deſign d 
To baniſh childiſh Terrors from the Mind, 
Tell how a Lover, by the Help of Art, 


To fright a Rival, play'd the Spirit's Part, 


And, by the Sound of a material Drum, 


The Lady ſcar d, the Rival overcome; 
How Ignorance in weaker Breaſts prevails 
With idle Fears, and ſuperſtitious Tales: 


Peoples Church-yards with walking Ghoſts by 
Night, 


And Houſes haunts with many a noiſy Sprite. 


Such will your Entertainment be To-Day : 
No vicious Gallantry pollutes our Play; 


Stri& Decency through ev'ry Page doth ſhive, 
6 0 
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So plead our Author's Merits : But our own 
Young as we are, in Theatres unbred, 
With modeſt Diffidence the Stage we tread : 
UnskilF'd, like pratis'd Play'rs, to impart 
The Grace of Action to the Poer's Art: 
On a good-natur'd Audience we rely, 

And dread the Searches of a Critick s Eye. 
To you, ye Fair, we therefore make Appeal, 
| Wile to diſcern, yet candid to conceal : 
1 Vouchſafe to ſwell I our Sails with fav ring Airs, 
And with kind Smiles return our youthful Pray rs. 
Where Beauty ſcatters her auſpicious Rays, 
Cenſure diſſolves beneath th o er- po.¼ ring Blaze. 
Stern Judgment ſmooths her Brow, and ſmiling 
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The Obje& — which fark Glery galds. 
Learning and Wit at your Tribunal ſtand, 
And wait the ſoft Applauſes you command: 
With yours the Votes of Male-beholders move, 
* ir you praiſe, all well-bred Men approve. 


** 


be 
A SONG. 


= a Stream repining, 

In Pride of Beauty ſhining, 
The Coquet ALMA lay : 
| Young STREPHON came to find her, 
And vow d to make her kinder, 
Or weep his Soul away. 


His Dear at length eſpying, 
He ſeiz d her Hand, and ſighing, 
Thus made his fond Complain; 
Ab tell me, Fair Unkindeſt, 
What Pleaſure tis thou ſindeſt 
8 giving fo macd Fain! 


* Your Eyes, tis true, ſecurely 

* Maintain their Pow'r, yer ſurely 
© You will not let me die: 

Let a kind Inclination 4 

* Anſwer my long-rry'd Paſſion, : 

And with my Wiſh comply. 


On... 


* 
r 


see DP 


The Nymph not ſore unwilling 
Could hear of Wounds and Killing, 
Nor thought it much to ſtay: 
But when no, more of Dying, 
His Talk was of Complying, 
She roſe and fled away. 
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| 3 he ſtopt, and viewing 


. 


Nowa black Cloud its length ning Horrors run, 
And flings itſelf acroſs the flaming Sun: 
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The Swain too roſe purſuing, 


was our of Sight © 
. (lid he) why this Pother 2 > 
129825 * 
© That's every whit as bright. 


A A 


Drscxirriox of doubtful SK T. 


A 


Win een 
Engilds each Image, paints each Thought in Flame: 
Gay Profpefts waken from the various Dye, 
glitter to Reflections Eye. 
"Twas thus my Mind her quick ning Heat enjoy d, 
And thus the Seat of Senſe her Skill employ d,. 
As once upon an open Hill, my Eye 
Obſerv'd the Changes of a doubrful Sky. 


Here Day, there Darkneſs turns the way'ring 


Scale, 
And Light and Shade alrernately prevail : 


The Hills and Plains each varying Pow'r obey, 
And change their Liv'ries with the changing Day: 


Wn nnn a> Sure! Crates. 


| The conſcious Fields ficken to ſee it iy, 


Sad by Degrees, till loſt in Shade they lie. 


Now PHoEBUS with a Burſt of Glory bone, 
In fierce Effulgence from an azure Throne. 


Aw'd by the bright inſufferable Blaze, 


Swift flee the trembling Horrors in Amaze ; 


| Swift flee the anfw'ring Shadows o'er the Plains, 


80 when ACHILLES to the War return'd, 
And to avenge his loſt PATROCLUS burn'd, 


Soon as the Chief in Arms divine 8 

Shook his long Lance amid th embattel'd Field, 
GREECE turn'd upon the Foe with Shouts of Joy, 

And Terror chas d the ſcatter'd Hoſts of Tnor, 


round: 


reveal d 


The Scene now brightens in the lower Skies, 
Where Hills of Snow in ſhining Heaps ariſc : 
_ Ridges of Purple bluſh between the Snows 
Hill crowds o'er Hill, ch'advancing Height fi 


grows. 
There glides a Cloud torm'd of a purple Ground, 
Enwrought with Gold, with Gold tis purfi'd 


And there another of a milder Hue, 

Silver the Breadth, the Skirts unſully d Blue. 
Where-ec'er I turn my pleas'd bewilder'd Eyes, 
New Proſpetts open, and new Landſcapes riſe : 


Tranſports on Tranſports follow cloſe behind, ; 


And ſtill purſuing, preſs upon the Mind. 


youthful Face adorn ! 
Pour A From his golden Urn freſh Light ban 
To paint on falling Show rn a richer Bow : 
Then Clouds, engilded by Reflection ſtrong, 
In Stains more beautiful ſhall ſlide along. 5 
And 2h and ref ſupply = gaudier Train, 2 
To uſher in the Morn and Ev'ning Reign- | 


ST A 
To Saphira, an ber Blue-Eyes. 


all the Colours, in the Bow we view, 

None more relieyes or glads the Sight than 
Blue. | 

Thus, #3{den's milder Pow'r in Homer's Lines, 

Wich Eyes of Blue, a beaureous Virgin ſhines: 

Thus too creating Skill has plac'd on high 

The Day's great Ruler in an azure Sky : 


1 Rev. xxi. Yer. 1. e. 
Ez Through 
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= Through fucha Shade diffuſe his Noon-day Beams 

| ha fofcer Glories, and in gentler Streams. 
By Nature praftis'd in her forming Thee : 
'The ſame juſt Touches ro the Work were giv'n; 
For fure your Eyes are Miniatures of Heay'n. 
nech alictle Sun is ſeen to burn, 
The kindeſt Influence to the Lover's Heart: 
Wich quick'ningWarmth the gently-pierciog Fire 
Each beating Pulſe to Love's ſoft Meafures moves, , 
And ey"ry Nerve the joyous Motion proves. = 
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| A Hat of plaited Straw-work made 


Each lin'd with Silk of diff"ring Hue, 


Nor ſland'ring Wit, nor idle Tale; 
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Aptly to ev ry Damſel's Head, 
Supply d a decent Skreen : 


Of fiery Red, of milder Blue, 

And Heart-refreſhing Green. 
Through Paſtures green, o'er Walks of Grafs, 
Through Fields of ripen'd Corn they yabs,. 
In mirthful Chat along: 


Which oft in Female Talk prevail, 
Employ d each buſy Tongue. 


Though ampler to behold: g- 
They wonder d at the Wefern Skies, bs 


Stain d wich a Thouſand dif ring Dyes, | 


And waſh d in Streams of Gold. 


Here might you ſee a ſtretching Fan 

Mark the far Landſcape (as it ran} | — 

Confus'dly laid in Blue: 

And there a waving Hat explains | 

The Colours of the nearer Plains, 1 
Diſtinguiſn d · to the View. 
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One prais'd the calm and breathleſs Air, 
One the ſweer Smells beyond Compare, 
Did from Greens around. 
All mingrd with a pleaſant Strife 
[Their Praiſes of a Country Life, 
Wich peaceful Pleaſures crown d. 


Nut oft MYRT1LLO to be bleſt 
And talk ſuch Things as Lovers do, 
To make the Fair one kind. 


Now yn the faking Day wo fil, 
And Night kick d up the doubtful Scale, 
The Wanderers haſt along: 


Abi they flop, a-while they reſt, 


To tune the ſprightly Song. 


What Muſick from her Warbles fel}, 

To Angels only's given : 

For fure fuch Melody of Sound, 

As n&er in Mortal Voice was found, 
h likefft chat of Heav n. 


_ 


The Nymph comply's; but ob! — totelt 


MYRTILLO bow'd in lowly-wiſe, 
\ And thank d her in a Kiſs. 


A PASTORAL. 
_ LUCY. 


Ween not, Krrrr, why, in penſive Mood, 
Lou fit reclining or this filent Flood: 
Theſe Sighs and Tears that in ſuch Plenty flow, 
Ariſe, I fear, from more than common Woe : 
Ah tell me! tell me what untim'd Event, 
Has fo much Trouble to my KitTy ſent: 

Thy Luc can relieve, or ſhare thy Pain; 

1 22222 Weaging © bus * 
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KITTY. 


 AbLvery, Lucy ! r 

How would thy Tongue my luckleſs Fate bewail ! 
Thy tender Heart would melt like thawing Snow, 
And at thy Eyes. in Streams like mine o'erflow. 
Ah! woful Day! when o'er this flow'ry Mead, 
Young COLIN tript, while I my Lambkins fed. 
Col m the blitheſt, ſweereſt, faireſt Swain, 

That hands the Laſſes o'er the Greenſword Plain. 
As he then paſs'd, he caſt a fidelong Eye; 
Which ſtole my Soul, and made my Heart to dye. 


Iba, 


— , öl“! 0 ad. ci, 


P (With chat be preſs'd again my burning Hand) 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 45 
I bluſh'd, nor could my fooliſh Bluſhes hide, 
The Swain my Paſſion and my Bluſh eſpy d. 
Eager he turn d, and ſeiz's my Hand, and faid, 
— Deareſt 


Grieve not -; thy Vilage does reveal, 
A Truth which Modeſty would fain conceal. 
See! my Heart beats to yours, like yours it burns, 
Your Sighs it anſwers, and your Love returns. 
- When firſt I kenn'd you in yon Exdive Field, 
Milking your Kine, my conquer d Soul did yield: 
I fight, and wiſk'd, and felt a ftrange Deſire 
To ſtand and gaze, and ſilently admire ; 
E'er fince, I've born the Image on my Mind, 
My Thoughts no other Theme but thee can find : 
D Night of thee; 
am thy Slave, nor pray I to be free: 
— I yearn d to ſee thy Face again, 
To vent my Griefs, tp dh; = 1 JOY 
And now (thank Heav'ns !) Lhave my Wiſhob» 


Krrrr, believe thy Love has ſpoken true, 
And wear this Garland which I wreath'd for you: 
This Poſy fweer, thy ſweeter Breaft adorn, 

And think of COLIN when the Flower is worn: 
Farewell! F'er long I will return again. 

And foon indeed rerurn'd my truſty Swain: 

Each paſſing Day my Shepherd I beheld, 

_ Fer the glad Sunbeams did the Welkin gild, 

Nor wont he without pleafant Gifts to come, 
m 


Refreſh'd with quiet Shumbers on the Bed. 


A weakly Youngling in my Lap I fed: 
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46 Pons os ſeveral Occaſions. 
The juicy Apple, and the mellow'd Pear, 


Wich all the ripen'd Produfts of the Tear; 
Ofr his dear Fingers ſearch d the Flow'ry Mead, 


To ſteal its Beauties for his KiTTY's Head, 
To plaĩt the Daiſfie, Kingcup and the Roſe, 
A medley'd Garland for his KiTTY's Brows ; 


ftill'd ; 
Ott in the Noon-day Sun my Flocks he fed, 
While I far cooling in the Noon-day Shade ; 


In dewy Nights, when bluſtring Winds blew hard, 
My Shepherd would my folded Lambkins guard ; 


Jo I, at Eaſe, lay d down my weary Head, 


Thus with eachother pleas'd, our Time we paſt, 


, (would Heav'a t had been wy 


laſt !) 
As with me Col ix on the Graſs was laid, 


It chanc'd that Cor ix, as he twirFd his Crook, 
Wich heedleſs Haſte, my pretty Dearling ſtrook : 
Ak! ruthleſs Blow ! ic fell with prefiive Weight, 
Cruſh'd our irs little Soul, and ſeal'd its Fate; 


Piercen with Grief to ſee my Heart's Defire 


Sinking it's Head, and on my Lap expire, 
My big-ſwoln Heart no longer could contain, 


But vents ĩts Anguiſh on the trembling Swain. 


I call'd him Clown, and witleſs as his Crook; 
Thus Crime (I cry'd) bas all my true Love broke : 
auer! nor ever in my Sight appear, 

Wis Maid con like a 2 


Poor 


Oft my ſweet Lambkins would he drive a-field, 
And catch the Milk which from their Tears di- 
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Pons an ſevere! Occafions. 47 

Poor Col m ſpeechleſs ſtood, and hung his Head, 

And my ſevere Commands fore loth obey'd. 

At length retiring, (as I ween)} with Fear, 

Caſt one de ſpaĩring Look, and dropt one ſpeaking 
Tear. 

That Look, that Tear were like two Arrows ſent, 

They pierc'd me deep, and made my Heart relent. 

I ſtrove to call him back, but ſtrove in vain, 

For Pity was o erpower d by Diſdain. 

Ah ſtubborn Pride! too late I burſt thy Chain, 

Too late ! no longer could I ken the Swain: 

The Swain was gone beyond the down-hill Green, 

Far, 36 and could no more be ſeen. 


This Morn, full heavy to the Field I came, 
To weep my Sorrows oer this quiet Stream: 
Wentng the Serum would with my Griefs o er- 
flow, 

The Stream, alas! but mocked at my Woe : 

Its ſwelling Tide a floating Carcaſs bore, 

And toſt it where I ſtood upon the Shore: 

I fear'd, and what I fear d I found too true, 
My balf-glanc'd Eye the lifeleſs Col ix knew. 
Ah killing Sight ! Poor injur'd faichful Swain ! 
So pale and breathleſs ! and by KIT Te lain ! 
Yet wouldſt thou not afford her e er thou fell, 


One ſweet forgiving Look, one kind Fare wel? 


Who more than thee in pleaſing Arts was ſeen ? 
Who better ſhift his Feet upon the Green? 
All as the Pine upright, and fair as May, 
Freſh as the Wilding, as the Tulip gay: 

How trim thy Words, how ſoftly did they break! 
How wont thou many a merry Tale to ſpeak ; 4 
5 


Alas | char Tongue with Honey drops no more, 


Co ne, forgive! forgive! —— 
LUCY. 
' Krrry, why thus unwitting in your Plains ? 


Where, trow ye, will conclude theſe racking 


Pains ? 

Coin is gone, tis true, of mickle Meed, 
Bur Heav'n is juſt, and will forgive the Deed : 
Heav*n knows the Shepherd has himſelf undone, 
Not by your Raſhneſs loſt, but by his own. 

| Sad Cor m too, though now a dreary Shade, 


Hears your deep Sobs, and feels the Plaints you've 


Mov'd by your Griefs, he bids you weep no more, 
And ſpeaks that Pardon you with Tears implore. 


Ceaſe then to linger, and forget to mourn, 

And, cheerful, to your wand ring Flocks return. 
The Dews begin to fall, the Ewes to bleat, 

And the Milk drops from the diſtended Tear. 
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iter in the Latin Origin, or 
SPENSER*s Tranfation, vill 
be entertain d, I believe, with 
the Moral and Incidents of the 
Fable, bur equally, if not more, diſguſted at the 
Irregutarity of the Contutt. T his Paſtoral was 


writ ar an Age when Fancy predommares, and 
Fudgment is too weak to curb ber extravagant 


4 1 — Sallies. IE was the Firſt Attempt of a ung 


Poet, 45 wwe are inſurm d, 3 
6 


. tennem formavimus orſum- 


| Accordingly we find in it a great deat of Deſerip- 


tion, tedious and ill- im i Digreſſions, and 4 
looſe unnervous Stile. But there are alſo Marks 
of a lively Imagination ſeen in many real Beau- 
ties which glitter with à true Luſtre amid the 
| falſe Glare of the reſt, and the Embroidery is 
fill to be valued, though ſonte T inſel be inter- 
mu A with the Gold: However, I thought it 
coul4 be no mpleaſing Tast to ſeparate the Metat 
from its Allay, and by rendering it more pure, 
increaſe its Value. _ what 7 heve aim a 


” $yo Porats on ſcveral Occafions. 
1 in the following PO EM, which Ican nei- 


ther call a PAR APHRASE nor TRANSLA- 


TION. I have taken the Fable, and put the 


Incidents together, as they 1 


I T have left out all the Digreſſſons, except 


ſome meaſure, contraties : I have us d my Au- 


my own, but I have not in many Places con- 
find myſelf to his Expreſſions : Whether this 


Liberty will be pardon'd F do not know: How- 


ever, I am fure I fand a better Chance of Plea- 


ſing than I ſhould have done bad I given a Com- 
Fleas Tranſlation of the Whele: Then no-body 


could baue read me with Patience, whereas, at 
preſent, ſome who de not confider it as a Copy, 
moy peruſe it, perhaps, ith Pleaſure. | 


i tba on a Country Life, Is Fa in 
tber Images, and now and then added ſome of 


mORN with her Roſy Locks had 
F chas'd the Night, 

And Heav'ns wide Arch con- 
esd the dawning Light: 
COS The Sun, juſt mounted in th” 
Ethereal way, 


Shot from his Golden Car auſpicious Day : 


When from the Fold to graze the Foodful Plain, 


2 6 
1 He 


52 Pons on ſeveral Occafions. 
„ Neighbouring Hill, whoſe aĩry 


. 


Diſpers' d on ev ry Side the fleecy Train, 


Some, breaking of the bending Trees are ſeen, 


One cbs a Rock, onecrops the Shrubby Green, 
| Young Alders ſome, ſome nodding Oſiers rend, 
And others in the Ferns the nibbling Waſte ex- 


tend; 
Or, fooping, from a Fountain's Brink, ſurvey 15 


; Their Shadows ia the gliding Waters play. 


Oh happy Swain ! who knows how to enjoy 


The balmy Sweets of rural Poverty 
Unvex'd with Cares, which ever 'mong the Great 
Ambition and the Thirſt of Wealth create: 20 


Whar if no pompous Fleeces be bis Pride, 
Twice in ASSYRIA'S richeſt Purple dy'd : 


Nor Roofs, with Gold illumin'd, glur his Eye, 
Nor ornamental Pictures hang on 
Unbeeded tho the ſparkling Gem may ſhine, 27 


The Pearl, unenvy d, grace its Watry Mine: 
Nor maſſy Goblets on his Side- board ſtand, 


Rough with the Labours of the Sculptor's Hand. | 
When the Spring's Pencil paints the gaudy Plains 
Wich Flow'rs of a ring Hue, and yarious 


Stains, 
Stretch'd on the rufied Green he lies along, 
And tunes his Reed to many a merry Song. 


His Heart at Eaſe, ro Guilt and Guile unknown, 


His Brows encompaſs d with an Ivy Crown. 
The Kids with dropping Teats are his Delight, 35 


Io Wilds, and Woods, and lowly Valesremain. mo = 


And Pales Fields that hungry Flocks invite, I 
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47 
To Thoughts of rural Eaſe compos' his Mind 


— The Sun blaz d fierce on his Meridian Hil. 
His equal Rays Heav'ns glowing — 


To quaff the Cryſtal of the cooling Lake; 


pernts or ſeveral Occaſions 53 


And Groves, and gloomy Grots in Vales below, 
Where, 1 perpetual Waters 


eta e whoſe untroubl'd Reſf. 
Nor fighting Troops nor warring Fleets mo- 


leſt. 40 
Nude in hĩs Scythe, he ſeeks the Deathleſs Pow 16, 
His Frankincenſe the Breath of rural Flowers, 


Hs asks Contentment, and Supply of Bread, 


While thus the Shepherd on his Crook re- 
clin'd, 


And tun'd to wonted Strains his artleſs Quill, 


And beat alike on Ocean's ſever d Tide. 
The Sheep in Droves che parching Plains forſake,. 


Where Nature's Pencil drew the Skies again, 
And mix'd their Azure with a moſſy Green. 


Cheer d with the Draught, the Shepherd leads 


them on 0 11 
To ſeek a Succour from the burning Sun. 
A Neighb' ring Grove preſents her timely Aid, 


 Whilpers her Gales, and twiſts a Cypreſs Shade. 


The living Stream that curling purl'd along, 

The feather'd Minſtrels, and the vary d Song; 6 

The hoarſe, harſh Noiſes of the croaking Race , 

The creaking Locuſts of the bladed Graſs; 

The chirping Birds that hopp'd from Green to 

Green, 

Sweetly diverſify the Sylvan Scene. W 

5 3 Each 


53 Poems or ſeveral Occafions. 


Fann'd by the riſing, ruſtling Wind to reſt. 
Stretch d near a ſhaded Spring the Shepherd lies, 
Sleep bow d his bended Head, and ſhut his Eyes: 
His Heart diſſolves amid the Dews of Eaſe, 

His loos'ning Limbs the gentle Solvents ſeize ; 70 
Peace round the thoughtleſs Body ſpreads her 


Train, ; 


Till Fate diſpers'd the Guard, and rouz'd the 


Swain. 


A bulky Snake now 'gan with ardent Pride, 
In wonted Tracks, along the Graſs to glide, 

And hither made to cool his boiling Blood, 75 
| Loſi from the Day, and ſunk in Sloughs of Mud: 
Death in his Eye, and Terror on his Tongue, 
That brandiſl. d Ruin as it writh's along. 
Vis Creſt ad vancing, feem'd ro meet the Sun, 


And, clad in ſpeckl d Purple, various ſhone. 80 


Slowly the moving Labyrinths draw near, 
And now the Neck, and now the Breaft appear : 
Blue was the Neck, and beauteous to behold, 
The Breaſt unſully d, flam d in vercant Gold; 
Onward he roll'd, till his ſharp Ken had found 8g 
The fleeping Swain extended on the Ground. 
He ſtops, he rolls around bis ardent Eyes, 
Wax fierce his Furies, and his Hiſſings rite : 


He ſwells, he ſhoots, he tears the fev'ring Briar, | 


His Heart beats thicker,and his Soul's on Fire: 50 
Rage rends his craſhing Jaws, and ſputt' ring round 
Drops the blue Venom, and diſtains the Ground. 
Juſt in that Moment, when, with Dread Affray, 

| Aktive be ro:e to dart upon his helple-s Prey, 


Each printed Hill a ſlumb'ring Sheep confeſt, 6p 


* — . — ———— — 


caught, 
5 And cruſh'd its Inſe& Subſtance into Nought. 


Faith unreſolving 


And Toil and Terror left the joyful Swain. 


Poems e fevers! Oxcaſions. 
A little GNAT awards the deſtin d Blow 95 
Steps in, and warns him of app — 
For marking well where the fair Balls of 
Beneath = © Cov'ring ſhew'd their 
Thither he flew, there fix'd his lender Dart, 

And wak'd the Shepherd with the tingling Smart : 
Furious he ſprung, th wathiabing Creature 
101 


But glancing on a ſudden back his Eyes, 

A dreadful and an inſtant Foe he ſpies. 
Diſmay'd, diſhearten'd, and of Hope bereft 105g 
Frantick he fled, and from an Alder reft | 
A broken Branch, if chance ſome Pow'r ſupreme 


Or Forrune might his Life in Fight redeem. 
We know not if ſome God or Fortune led, 


Intent on Conqueſt he forgot his Dread: 110 


Around his Waſte the winding Serpent goes, 


His Arm above the winding 


Serpent roſe 


And ply'd bis Temples with redoubl'd Blows. 
Till ſtunn'd and weary d with repeated Pain, 
His ſtruggling Soul ruſm d forth in fierce Diſdaĩn · 


Surpriz d the Shepherd ſaw his fainting Foe, 116 
And inly wonder d he advanc'd fo flow : | 
(For Fear, as yet, had ſo benumb' d his Senſe, 
held a ſhort Suſpence) 
Till nearer View evinc'd the Serpent flain, 120 


Now drops the Day, Returning Nig hr ſucceeds, 
And from the Stalls of Darkneſs calls her Stesds. 
From tas Top, flow-rifing Yeper ſhone, 


And led the lazy leaden Chariot on. 1275 


Muſe- 
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Fi 1 on ſeveral Occaſions. © 
| Mauſcfulthe Shepherdey'd the deep'ning Shade 
And homeward his collected Flocks convey d. 
Sleep entring, funk his Soul to ſoft 
When, fad to view: the murder d Ga r aroſe ; 
All pale and wan the little Viſion ſtands, 130 
And thus the Taunts of injur'd Merit ſends. 


4h me! (and here it fetch'd a hollow Groan) 
y bleeds my ſuff ring Soul Fm Crimes unknown ? 
Why mourns ſhe thus her fell untimely Fate, 

The hapl:ſs Mark of unexampled Hate ? 135 
Fool as I was, to prize thy Life ſo dear! 5 
Too late I rue my ill-plac'd Fonaneſs here ! 

For that my Shade now treads the Waſtes below, 
The Mirth of Charon, and the Mock of Wie : 

| For that ſbe's huddled with the Fiends of Hell, 140 
And hears, aghaſt ! her Triple Porter's Tell: 
Shudd"ring ſbe ſees his ſnaky Horrors riſe, 

And dreads the Flaſhings of ki ſanguin'd Eyes. 
For that (O hard Allotment ! ) diam d to feel 
The Viper Treſſes and indenting Steel. 145, 
0h ſtrange Return for the loſt Life I gave, 
Snatch'd from the very Confines of the Grave 
And well Religion theſe Rewards became ! 

Alas ! Religion's dwindled to a Name. | 
Fuſtice her once loud Reſidence diſowns, 150 
| Shuns the curſt Plains, and ſecks the ſtarry Thrones. 
Stern Minos calls, Hell s wrathful Furies riſe, 
And wreſt Confeſſion with inſulting Cries. 

In van my Shricks thy murd ring Hand accuſe, 
in vain my Tongue the cooler Charge renews. 157 


Cerberus. 
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4 thes unmov d, ks FEY er. 
Tet — get I wiſh thee well ! Lc: bw os. 
Still haunt the Grove, and hear the murm ring RI: 


Forget my Plaints, (I give them to the Wind) 160 


Forget I e er was Good, or you Unkind : 
Forget the Crime my parting Soul foregoes, 


And take the kind Farewel her Love beſtows : 


Summen d by Fate, ſbe quits this upper Plain, 


Never, Oh never! to return again; 165 
ThePhantoſm ſpoke, and pale with newDeſpair, 


Began a faintly Scream, and flit in Air. 
The Swain awoke, and burſt the Chains of Reſt, 
But felt a Weight more 


at his Breaſt, % 
Remorlſeful Pity for the GNaT deceas d. 170) 


Full of the Paſſion, mindful of the Dream, 
He ſought the Margin of a moſſy Stream. 
There his weakLabours mark the deſtin d Ground, 


Heap Clod on Clod, and bank the Burial round: 
The turfy Mount with Flow'rs implanted grows, 
And by Degrees in leſs ning Circles roſe. 176 
Apt fitted on the Top, in View of Day, 
A flat ſmooth Stone of poliſh'd Marble lay; 
Whoſe ſhining Surface by the Chiſſel's Aid, 
Thus — FENIORE tothe Dead, 180 


'To THEE, SMALL 6 NT. FOR THE LOST 
LiFE YOU GaVeE, 


THE SHE PHERD PAYS THIS TRIBUTE or A 
GRAVE. | 


F I PN 8. 


CONTENTS. 


SAPHIRA 


1 Iivitation of Part 


the 13th Elegy 15 0 
* Fearch Book of r Pers F of 
NAR on ber Drinking my Health 16 Es 
To the ſame 18 
| To rhe ſame 19 
Jo tbe ſame 21 
On ber Patch-box 23 


f 113 Gentleman "og 
Th Sparc, * Damon s Complaint. 4 


Os 


